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The trowel In Varge's baad b

CHAPTER IX. know what's going on. The tuopel's Nothing.  Don't Like him, that's “You love flowers, t00,” she had Against the rim of  the pot ﬂ W

ol done_and they'rs at the brick now Do doe whith. fibinka man who all . Dr. Kreelmar answered crisply. interrupted, shaking het head. I lovesned the sarth. aad the A
A Proposal and"— bBas done what he did to-day isn't the _““That's very apparent,” amiled the can ses that; so you will love your eplendid head bent forward h

? X Wenger had crept up on them. kind of man ever Lo have killed Dr.

DON'T know just how to

explain i1,” she sald, amil- *What about a tunnel?”

cl.:ui mu:,tu. urﬂl:lo‘l.mt-.lo:rd,n;i:t:;.nf:: :t:uh;n?r; bn;lthyuwredtn;lv‘mm u;.un ~and she had amiled at him, and brown ey ll.f whole o
. (4, g R that matter—e » for violant &% AR Alikes that nodded brightiy—and he had begun to beauty of his face
Aonld b Tae iy twieted i hcionis e ead- § Somtrary. e e O e - A4 Y0u (4ke 8o paing work—in Ner garden. i once." he
¢ screamed In agony.

time in the year, shouldn‘t

diag into being, It should be the glad.
‘dest time of all the year, but some-
B ..

known the doctor .nswered. ‘‘There gight more good, what? 3.‘5:.' :’:&i“ . ha A b
N L] [} . s ’
for me." el ol SvR the i g e PO By e ot e B 94, whatt e o he had kaown before—a ’:;1 n:.—.gu you must not fesl that
1tell you why?" said Moer- ne"usua"ho s Hot o mas ! 2 s ia sinking fast now. I'm sorry for ut ones whioh now he
fon quickly, snatching at A lead that .

tunely
-3{ .p..r_i.non wall across the lawn.

has
there's been nothing but prison at-

k , woaker—you are golng to die—who good-natur d, Jesting warning at “l was very much, and [ think a lit
They took him then to the warden's 3 “Heveral times”* said the doctor killed Dr, Merton™* :unt to plun: thjo bul uuld.o'aown- tle importantly, concerned In my owa
Wosphere around you all your life. office, Wenger, smooth, plausiblo & atiffly. Ul dld," Varge replled, meoting but mostly it was Janet Hand, his mystery, and my imagination was
1 want to take you away from |ar told his story, guarding himself (& Merton bowed politaly, APPArently .. myy the challonge In the other's new guard na the warden laughingly atly st play. I pletured
out into the world, anywhe at .'",-, point ' L &) oblivious of the other's brusquenoss ..., called her, who had bro t the Awaking some day to find that
you will ses new things and “Hes & bad cgr.” Wenger atated to —and addressed himself to Warden "ny jerenimar bent closer, change to pass. Much .hrough tne the long lost, stolen heir of grest
mt“d & different life—anywhers, the warden. “He's in thick, as I've & Rand. f the mounted patrol— .. DoA't you belleva that I am your day they were together, and her clear, pla, ;-nz there would w.
4 2 e will be together. I love told you befors, with the worst of xlnl e :‘:; °1 wumdrwm‘ ‘;n i pe friend? ho asked with gruff tender- nnnu lnugh, her rich, full vowce estales and traine of ts
'l::l;:t’mu ‘=:°:nlt I::O_nu. I them. Why, thers ain't a day goes by gman . nees, SOMR

Bhe bad drawn back from him: the
W

¥ Salm self-possession.
L

mean you do not love me?"
*+ *No,

t of you as a''——

& t you will" he sald eagerly, fency. Why? He did not know.

love will come. Once away

s h:::.l tonlmr.l In“aln nn: life, :he shop, his mind bLitter
w nterests, I will make you less. His train of th u »
me. I will work for you, slave interrupted, and wug ﬂ'h:c?;“"’ i T g T T, | B L e
yog.h..: will .wl:h”“l olvarrlblnl hmu:ht back to his immediat

t can wiah. ove you, roundings. A convict, with face like
o chalk, his eyes staring, pes.
madly from the stock-roo

ry "Mr. Merton! Let me gol!“—he

|GREATER

open doorway of the wstockroom
thrmh which Wenger had disap-
pea

Blackis pleaded foverimhly.
let an old man in on It, won't you?
Don't say no!
long enough to have your heart all &
dried up. Twisty says | ain't got the O,
sand. You speak to him—you tell @
him I have. I have got sand. Oh,
let me In on It—it's kllli{lﬂ me In
here—I got to got out or I'll dle,

It laated t fract
WY Everything 1s so fresh and new ond, ero ine bare o € apee-

JBreah start with the scars and smirch. 'l 100t Sway.
' &8 all wiped out, and new lifs bud.- stantansously almost as was the act,
&llck As was the rush of anger at

sometimes, like to-day, It—It ﬂ“

punity. It was the offence heinous,
P P for him. v
that"—he pointed to the high, the jean’ apanment was—the lash
black “horse™ that he had
Merton's volce w cager,

SE:mo-—-nm i just 1t Sog 98y in the corridor of the under-

bee

' n

n here too long. Your whole assa guard—no ;
been those four walls; |fr':= the 1:1..' sl e 0

' that I don't have to warn him.* (&)

gone a littls from her —when human
but her blus eyes, widcr now, at an end, when his

troubled, were steady, full of stagger and reel with mad drunken-

‘:p"elday: A.ujuirt IS: ;lloﬂldv.

The Story of a Naml Hero’s riﬂce an | . T . Be

“¥ou'll let me In on it, won't you?"
“You'll

You ain't been hers

“Tunnel?™ snarled  the guard.

He had not done |t impulsivealy—in.

eura‘l coward deed, ha had struck
blow with cool, sober deliberation.

strapped to the triangulur
seen one

und cells. There was no excupe 3

Would it come some day to that? ©

brain would

No lash! He could have sobbed

th , Inahed t snzy A&t the other's fuce before ho apoke.
Tith relief. He had besn given len- ay orc.r mAn tigers, lna o frenzy ‘L Wem fHat WOLSR (6 Cond B Tou, ey ot Iokceean. Badh, A
should not escupe as the hope of dootor,” he

a8 much now by fear behind If they

A week later he stood at work In

fresdom ahead, they still ca..io on,
and hope-

S Wis wrapped himself around Varge's

h‘_ﬂwht her hand, and now she the words poured from m""""“d then —thon, a wriggling thing, he swung

" m In & high- the form of Twisty high above his warden tersely.
herself free. “Are you mad piiched, Jumbled torrent. 'nould’erl and flung him, & human rest?

’E'...n Lo me like that! I—I think,

as though awakening from a

you had W . Ity, & ahrine of His owa bullding rest.” - ‘ a0 '3
“ Wenger's seen him!" he yelled. catapult, at the Butcher, The Butch- "Scoity can't live, not a ghost of & “W(II live,” nald the warden, “And MWPiclous molsture that had sudden- Purity, “Thare Is no lnore,” be N
. n - e f“ﬁa" Ftood facing ;It* Al up. Four months diggin' er "?"’W"d like a log—and Twisty's chance. Wengor's bullet touchoed his I am sure you will be glad to know 'Ymdlmm:::dh’ll s, A stubborn, 0 l-‘;: iy ’t":”_.“ could be ) e m Y
,m.?""ﬂlﬂum :;m“n“' Th,: down to the bri.k, a handful at a body lay quivering ntop the other's. jeft lung—Wenger'll go out too. As that as soon as he I8 able to be aboug Mule-hea uo o turned away, Ba lse but that. rest is—ruin, wreckage and Glsagter! B

"l dld not know what [ was

‘journsyed and must journey without
‘bope of coming to the end.
“+° Wenger! Other guards were strict,

. anny, suave and sleek to his superiors

him, but would have torn him

L . They had even broached It to hira
S ’hlnud darkly at other things as

- 8
.

in on one of theas days,”
had mald. It had a strange

* rising and the “bumping oft" of

been little to thelr liking.

time, an' It's all up! He's seen Beotty

.fsad, that bad no boundary, that wrenched at his pocket for his re- VAT

Beotty—turned suddenly and flung his Srowing very dark—he was tottering,
was limitless, through which be had nm’mnnd him. .

from Wenger aa Varge neared him,

!'parhaps harsh, but they were human; man!
“this man was & bully of the lowest live!” VYarge flashed at him—and
. type who gloried in his maliclous tyr- turned to face the oncoming rush.

~pot & convict In his charge. mave A
¥ seemed to quiver and part and break
_ pma or two of his favorites who fawned it g ';:“ttm“ LPAES DS heank n
* Hmb from limb if they dared—and tOMpost's wave breaka in futlle fury wings and corridors through the

o of them dared, given but a B&ainst the rocky cliff,

him, = @ca of them, the stamp of hell inthe ands of the guards,
-';::nung::ls :}:2;‘ u'!!‘.i::lllfr. aut.".. sturved white faces and glittering omman
1 superstition of hia llliterata eyes—and leading them now, mnot R
k! hom luck was the only delty Twisty, not the Butclier, was the cisive actlion, arde
nn: olr;l'rlné homage was ever Poor, bent, disease racked form of thrown himself into the breach, Too
= bad taken the Initiative. Seven- ©ld Blackle Lunn.

llcbel; lorwa.rdhfn nis rnoo.“!rlllnkh Ita heels, spreading Infection with the
Junn had won his rreedom, er, of
'fronfo effect. It had taken two grity ST OO, V6 TreSS lm:“g_“ excitement, he feared an outbreak

nths to arrive at the point where o

. was mooted—-when all was oY Wenger now and the guard’'s Within twenty minutea fo
:- .n;;.r Bince then, they had drawn revolver

away from Varge—his answer had giream—but it never checked them— tempt at wholesale delivery in the
AR BAVREO

moment, had gone Into the stock- charge, to kill and gain the door that

LOVE HATH NO MAN © (‘o

OO0 O OO O OO L O L0

Imar, o short, nervous,
The minutes passed. Twisty Con- little black-huired man of Afty, shook low voles. “Too bed, I'——

& BUr- knees. The towering form of the bluntly.

interposed the
about the varge I—I am very giad, And Varge,

te Novel Each Week in

but trylng to save Wenger's lite as
well? He surely hadn't any love for

“Yes," sald the warden quietly, “It
was Wenger."

“Well, then,” wurged tha doctor,
“what do you maks of him?7"

“Frankly," admitted Warden Rand,
“l don't kmow. I'll confess he has
usgled me aver since he has been
ere and''—

“And you thought enough of him to
save him from the lash,” supplied the
dostor impulsively. “Well, I'll tall

Merton over there In Herley Falls In

contrary."
Warden Rand drummed for an in-

deal with conditions as we find them.
Heo is heres for lifo—~we cannot alter
that. Llowever, this afterncon makes
a pretty hig score to his credit, and
we'll see what we can do tor him.
Wenger, you say, can't live?

him, for he put up a game Aght. 1'd
give h?m twelve hours at the vutslde
4
u!‘llny 1 come In7" Merton asked
from the doorway.
“Certalnly,” responded Wardon
Rand cordially, “You've met Dr,
Kreslman, I think."

sald. "Kingman told me that Varge
had been In a desperate fight and

endurance would be YEEPRPLEIIBEEEEEEIERIGIIEEUEIIENEEEEEEEOPLERGEEEOEE® that he was badly hurt. I was going

over to the houss, but I hurried In

his mighty strength hurled away now fore him, subjected Lo & stern, search- here Instead”—Morton ”m“; a thrill
ness, and Wenger's blood be on hig °0® BOW two, of (he murderous wolf- Ing lnterrogution and led away again. of exuitation creaping into his volce

o " ) the space before the door, Agaln and and settled back In his chair, his usu- doctor's last words as I came in, I
OU mean,” ho sald hoarsely, “you ::;l;m':,:i_l":‘nd"m’w:;dx:z 't:c:h he ll'lln‘: bub;“:w.u.h‘;;hlnr:.hmnd ally genial face hard and troubled, & sincerely hope that It is nolrﬂl:lld an
" ahe sald, "1 do not love you. his mentence, Bix Inhui—‘-u":: and threw them back, and us his heavy frown on his brow, a white- that.” He turned to Dr. mar.

take Merton was laboring under, and

him.
*“Too bad,"” murmured Merton ln a

“Dr, Kroolmar was speaking of

“It's not well at all,™ he returned Wanger, one of the guards,” ex-
‘TUm—hum!—infernally bad. piained Warden Rand quickly, with
@ chisel in his uplifted hand, Wanger shot two deud besides Black- & alight frown of disapproval directed
cameo racing sprang for Wenger. Varke stumbled fe Lunn and*——

at the doctor.

“Oh!"  sald Merton. “Not—aot

then 7"

Homething was blinding Varge—he for the others, 1 never saw anything again, we are golng to make things

Twisty—an' us down blood was pouring over hia forehoc.d. them are battered as though thgy had has done this afternoon

I'am mad” he sald penl- :g Itt?:k.l.o:::!"'"h only a few bricks They were armed now with chisels, been

A bull-like roar and an oath cama ®elf, groped out—into blackness,

CHAPTER XI.
After the Fight.

“1'u ‘eta:ou. anyway!" he bellowod,
“Fight, Wenger! Get free from that
Fight for it it you want to

It was upon him llke an avalanche.
Iittle crouched, he met it It

And then they came on again, & stepped files, the hoarse, gruff, curt

liternlly struck with a trip-
Adzes, hatchets, goukes and they hummer, and two of them have their Iy, with wesll-simulated sincerity.

But 1 cahnot bear 1o lose 'hln Twisty was no misplaced leader- stabbed and struck in desperate fury. ribs broken, sim

He's an absolutely perfect man—his
Varge I,‘.‘,"".""',,’},‘:.',“’h.‘.':}'.‘,.'il?'.‘::'.' skin s Tuh:muath“:; lt;lln. notl: 8pot thing to fear from a man who will
volver, but the convict in his gragp-- the blood away or blemirsh on It, 0 muscies un- offer his life to save anothsr toward
above and balow and on either band X0 ng bl der it play llke steel knobs in well- whom he has Ilittla causs to bear
It's no surprise to me any
he bent that bar that convicted him egust oally,
—his strength, fully exerted, would
be momething terrific.”
Warden Rand nodded his head and
looked at the doctor m little whimal- he sald, his voloe falter ng a little
cally.

falling, and his hands, to save him- olled grooves.

tha little doctor.
steel barred gates, and throughout the o o W e what <Ay

‘I am Indeed,” nald Merton Instant-

E:‘hrun-a his hand across his pio ', oU% from Deneath the lumber dashed his hand ncross his eyes—the iiko it n all my experienca—saome of eomiy b o N to 1o what he
’ . all up, M

mi' ply crushed fn from “Anything that can bo dons for him,
up.

"I don't think Miss Rand has any-

will,” replled Dr. Kreelmar
With a quick, startied glance, Mer-
ton swept the doctor's face.
“I—-I don't know what you mean,”

in spite of himsself as the unintention-

ROM across the yards out of "1 Wiy seem as though he had al shot weat home.
F the various shopa came the given uy somo evidencs of It this

"Wenger, the guard Vargs fought

convicts tramping Into the afternoon from your report,” he sald for, and Varge, It seemn, wersn't on
ma 3 to the grimly.

b 5 oot M “So he did, #o he 414" jerked out den, quletly interposing. “As for the
“And do you know, rest, I must say 1 agres with the

very good terma,'” explalnad the war.

How do doctor. 1 ahould have no unsasiness

Ever the man of prompt and de-

The words died In a gurgle and h..l.u: prisoner {1 his charge; and upon

Insubordination that, as well as not,

Varge waa shoulder to shoulder might develop into a general uflﬂ:rllnl'
owing
was  spurting a steady what had been the most desperale at-

beasts the convicts history of the Inatitution, every man

And then in his office, man after

Are You Going Away for Vacation?

Why send to the city for novels at $1.25 or $1.50 each or buy
them at a fancy price in some country store?

n]g yourself with the best, most delightful summer
1 week.

ibing to The Evening World for the rest of the summer
you will secure a complete novel each week. Not some old book a

You can sup
reading for six ce

he Evening World )

arcund, In fact, 1 belleve it's the Lest

Dr. Kreslmar nodded, and Merton,
not daring to take the risk of press.
ing the matter further at that time,
took pains to changs the subject of
conversation, and presently loft the
office (v go over to the warden's
house

“What's tha matler between you
two™'  demanded Warden Rand
abruptly, when he and the doctor
wern alone agaln.

Warden dryly. “You've got a bigger
heart than a woman's on occaslons,

to hide them.*
“"Why should 17 snnpped the Iras-

thoss I dislike; and as for the ones I
like, I'd rather tell them now that
they're good fellows and that [ think
#0 than to walt till they'rs dead and
tell womebody else what I have
thought of them—doss ‘om & hanged-

"Varge,” sald the doctor in the
prison hospital an hour later, reach-
ing out and taking Varge's hand, “J
want you to belleve me when | gay
that I am your friend. You can
trust me. 1 do not velleve that you
are gullty and I want you to tell
me the truth. You are growing

Slowly Varge's hand tightened uver
the doctor's—tighter and tighter—in-
creasing the pressure with his mighty
strongth, Dr. Kreslmar triad to look
unconcsrned, then bit his lp, then

Eam was literally forced dancing to
In ‘rnl.
e

onfound you!" he burst out sud-

“It was useless for you to attempt
& ruse. llks that,” he sald simply;
“for n If you had miade me be-
lieva you, there was only one answar
I could make.” Then, with a catch
In his volee, unconaclously repeating
the warden's words: "You've gut a
bLig heart, doctor; 1| understand, wnd
—and God bless you'"

“And you've got a fool head!"
growled the Ittle man, puckering up
hin face to its florcest nspect in an
effort to distract attention from tha

but halted at the foot of the Led
and turned again. “"You're a strong
man, Varge,” ho flung out, “a strong
man—both ways, And seeing that
you'rs rot going to die, the warden
told me to tell fou he was golng to

limitleas blus overhead: the

warm sunshine, tanning his

face to & ruddy brown and

chasing the pallor of prison and of

llinoss from his cheeks; the balmy

adr of springtime to drink In full,

desp draughts, llke precious nactar

sapicad with the amell nf freah, new

earth and growing things—and It
woaa her garden,

He remembered the first moming,

& week agu now, when Doctor Kresl-

NEW life bhad opened for
ﬁ Varge. There was the vaat,

her on the Inwn. She had seemead like
& baing from another world, a gift of
God of sweetness, purity and inno-
conce, ons to worship as above and

apart; and his soul, the bettsr, the
finer things that were In him had

upon an altar a glnd, spontaneous
tribute to one of loftler mould, who,
diffusing about her Intangibly an air
of fine contagion, Lred the geotler,
denrer things of life.

Aa hn stood hbefore her thon, the
black-and-gray striped felon sult he
wore had seemod & desscration of her

ssence; and that she should think

im what he appeared to be had sent

@ By Frank

Investing him so Ingenlously with the

thing to do, and wa might as well counteryart of her own persopal in. me- , I was left
d &) Wenger. Waan't It Wenger who got call it ssttled ~¥ou can tell him, doc- tersst in it all. of a foundling bome, you''—
An old man—Blackle Lunn—aidled 3 Bim the black hole last weak?—and tor, when you go back, If you llke.” “I have always had such & prett e, she sald softly; "1
aver to Varge, % wanted to get him the lash?"’ )

gardan.” she had sald before she le
him; “and I loves It go. And this year,
you kngw, I am more ambitious
about It than ever, I am so glad you
Are going to take care of It for me."

“I am afrald.” be had answered
her honeatly, and ha remembered the
foar that had been his lest ahe should
take him at his word, "that 1 do
not know very much about garden-
ing, and that"—

work, and than—and then, 1 it

can't help but be well done, can 1It? ed and

That night in his call, and the
nights thersaftor, thers came to dheer

sach dawn, the first threads of morn-
ing sualight stole across the corri-
dor from tbe high wind: a1, and,
cluding the n.eel bars of hs cell door,
Awakensd him to the rounds of an-

tured him,
weicomsd with almost sager glhd-
ness,

The fearful sense of lsolation was
gone, During the day, the warden
would sometimes stop and apeak (o
him; or p«rlugu tor
would halt at his elbow to fil .

like strains of some divine yach

melody that stirred & joyous eche in
m?\":n o & week had passed, th
n " B L]
happisat weak he had known in wen
monthn: and now In the fresh, ¢

of the houss and behind the barn he
wheeled his barrow, loadsd with

He atoo to the wheslbarrow and

Ly n to set the plants upon

the ground, a smile half tender, half
whimsloally playing upon his lipa.

On his kneea over the potted planth

}l"'l‘rn watched h;r egm.l .l:: him.
) sward, the ng trees,
the b'oorn of the honeysuckie hed
framed her wall. How wonderful
wan! Btraight and true, the
crowned hoad erect, the Iumlng eyes
blue as the aky abowve, the rich, red
smiling lips, the rull white throat.
God's gift of lmnrui of Innocence and

" morning, Varge,” she eried
cheerily, as she came up and-—some-
thing ahe had never dons bafore—held
out her hand.

Impulsively, Varge stretched out his
own, then dropped it to his side—and

my faith is not to bs shaken.

n cool, firm pressure of her hand
thrillod bim and seemed to tear down
his self-restraint; the quick, spon-
tansous act of trust brought a mist
w“"': .i.!‘od' It b " N

""Than or such as you!" he
whispered. .

Ho turned from her abruptly, and,
with his cap dusted out the wheel-
::mw-—il was a favorite seat of

A

Bhe thanked him now and took It,
reating her elhows on the handiea,
cugplnc her chin In her hands,

Arge, on his knees again,
to take the plants from thelir pots.

“How wonderfully you have done

have learnnd in the last week. I
came to supsrintend the transplanting
this morning and I find there I8 no
need for mupervision, wso''—gently—
“will you talk to me as yon work—
about yourself? 1 think it helips
sometimen, dossn't il—io talk? And

“I am afrald thers Is not much to
falk ahbout—that you would care to
hear,” ha sald gravely,

The white forehead puckered daln-
iy in pretended soverity and rebuke.

**Oh, yea; thers I8, she sald. *Your
nama-—it is such a curfous nume. How
did they come to eall you Varge, and
what does It mean?"

began ;:l-hl. and shouwlder muscles
fromt

L. Packard

lb.rvmn‘ me, and s

mark on your clothes, mo
sage, no little trinket—nething
would"'—

Varge shook his head. '

“There was nothing.”

“And nothing has come with
years? No clus to your
Burely you have tried to find
you were."

instant suddenly—then he
looked up at her, the

doatest wish 1 had to

7 = stant with his fingers on the dosk. cible littls doctor ageressively. “T and brighten him not one face only, mother, .
ARd clean; It'a like the beginning of Kor's :--"'—.n'a’u"v‘..‘.’.‘:.’r"'.’.ﬁ..:‘i.ﬂ"‘.?. v"he said gravely "W ‘can oniy Hioue 06 better by being honsst but two—Mre. Merton's aad June  Quick tears dimmed the K
Ufe all over again—old lite making & !908th upon the floor, stunned, a full aay,” he sald gravely. o can Oniy about It. It gives me less to do with Rand's; and when thereaftar, with i

oyes, as her hand rea
rested upon his arm. Her lips guiv.

ored.

"1l have hurt you,” she twrn.
ing away her K:u. "Ol.-l!'ll-‘l
mean to do that!"

“No,” be sald. “No; you have net

Then qul , aa though pleking
m“'a‘ool‘ly‘u 1 -
“You see, 1 had

“On h mnul low tones, -
ce,” he n .
hm—-z k-

b

o -

to search. I dreamed of It & &

and as & boy, before I eame

to un 1 dreamed of It
fairyland—do you kmow what
mean?

ts and—and so man
:\nl;ylhln{n t.‘I‘a} my boyish
ot. WAS 80 V
u'fu. you ses, that in by m
oeit [ resented It very bitterly
people called me V

graspad with his other hand at the early morning he was beginning an- ®0"—he paused and P
I am sorry for—for this, Mr. pack. Again and again, he freed the Over an hour this huq taken him, and and lowered It to & tone of more con- seat of his chalr, dt i a oth ay's wo. despensd on his lipe—"and so I re-
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